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le Knew very well that

wias the worst of all pos-
&i discipline and order. There-
1 cold and eyed the loqua-
ci t subaltern closely. Then he took the
bl glass of whisky offered to him, drank it

standing with punctiltous respect and with-
drew, a good deal worrled in his mind as
to the future of an officer in whom, for the
glory and honor of the old ward, he felt
the greatest interest.

“He « 2 muttered, as he crossed
the parad o barracks. *““That little devil
Bammy’'s taken to drinkin’. Oh, hell!”

And long after taps the dog robber lay

he

aypake, frowning at the mosyuito bar over
him.
“The worst thing is,” he pondered, “‘the

kid didn’'t get that dose at the club, like an
officer and a gentleman. He swallows his

medicine all by himself, In his room. Sain-
my's a lone fisherman, and they're no
good.”

He was at Owen's guarters before re-
wvellle. The leuterant lay on the sitting
room lounge, his blouse open, breathing
stertorously. He had not been to bed. On

the floor beside him lay an emply bottle.
His fingers, hanging lifelessly to the floor,
seemed to feel for it. Spud shook him
sllently, but with little effect. The servant
ran to the hydrant in the yard and came
back with a bucket of water, which he
pluiced vigorously over the Heutenant's
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He put ancther enat on
gave him a fiery guip of
him out on the parade
just in time to report his troop present and
et down to morning stables.
here racket's got to be stopped,”
said Murphy, “if either Sammy Owen or
me's going to face New York again and
hold up our heads in the ward., Gee! He'll
be under arrest in a week at this rate!”

From that day Spud Murphy went about
his new work with an altogether unusual
reticence and with a faithful devotion
which was novel. He geldom now declaim-
wd, as he had been wont to declaim, on the
valor and virtues of his beloved city's in-
habitarts, among whom he reckoned dear-
his erstwhile neighbors, the prosperous
Owens. But if the new Heutenant's name
wis mentioned in hi= hearing, his quick eye
turned sharply on the speaker and his big
ears cocked up like a terrler's,. He heard
little sald against his master and protege,
for Owen attended to his routine dutles and
Ha ttempt radical reforms, after the
manner of some ambitious johnnies-come-
lately., Gradually a feeling of pity spread
in the troop for the voungster, who was so
quiet and courteous, vet so nervous at times

1whow,

st

and always so gray faced and unhealthy

“SPLD RAN

FORWARD AXD WAS

the inj>ction was taking effect, “why have
you sald nothing of Lhis?” -

“Sure, sir,” Murphy answered, “he was
once ke a little brother to me, when ha
was a kid in our ward. 'Twould be eternal
disgrace to his old man, that's going to be
our senator, and to all the boys and to my
father and to me, if he was hobtailed—that
is, got the G. B., him being officer and gen-
tleman. See? We think the world of the
Owenses, gee?”

The doctor looked at him curiously. He
had in his library a volume on dipsomania;
others on heredity. Some idea of the fight
before the lieutgnant dawned upon him,
and even he shivered a liftle at the thought
of what Owen had already passad througl,
hiding his habit, yet every moment fearing
detection and shame and open disgrace.

“And, do you expect to cure him of it?”’
l}l*? thoughtfully asked of the trust dog-roh-
VT

Bpud’'s face gloomed.

“I'm fond of a good time on pay day,
doctor, with the boye, but since this here
miserable racket, I've sworn off,. What t
ell? My righteous example ain't no good.
He breaks out in spells, and there ain't no
knowing when Sammy's going to break out,
That's the worsl. Some day he'll do it at
the wrong time, when 1 ain't around—and
then it’ll break the old man’'s heart."

He looked at the now sleeping officer In
despalr,

“Wish he’'d get shot hefore it becomes
known.” he muttered fiercely. “Doctor, the
boys will do anything you a: Doctor,

this is for me—don’t glve 1t away.
him. He's a good sort."”
The Kid hummed gently:

Cure

“That I may dle and not disgrace
Itz anclent chivalry.**

“Did the senator drink hard, Murphy,
when he was trading in politiee, in that
sweet land you're so fond of—the ward?”

“Why sure, eir, they all did,” sald Spud,
“but he took it ke a man.”

“And his father, I suppose,’” =aid the Kid
grimly, “took it like a man, and his, and
this poor devll is the result. Murphy, my
Ind, when you say your prayers or tell
vour beads, or whatever you do, pray that
drinking may agaln become fashionable—
in the interests of Lieutenant Owen, And,
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and clumps of cocoa palms, reached back
from the beach_-rising gently, until, some
miles inland, the dark ridges of the hills
loomed in the horizon.

No sound came from the land, no foe
sHowed himselfas the ship drifted gently
in, and then lay still, some hundreds of
yvards from shore. Swiftly from her sides
two long boats were lowered, and each was
fillesd with men !with carbine, ammunition
belt and pistol.

“Lieut. Pauks will take charge of boat
No. 1, Lieut. Owen of No, 2," said the com-
manding officer. “You have your instruc-
tiong, gentlemen. Good luek to you. In
an hour or twoe I shall expect you back
with the information and the scouts.”

Boat No. 1 was lying ready and impa-
tient when Mr. Pauks swung himself in the
stern. .

“(#ive way, men,” said he. *See If we
can’t beat the other boat ashore. “Now,
then,” he added to the Cuban at the tiller,
“look out for the recf. I'd as soon get
there dry as wet.”

“Where is No. 27" a soldier queried, as
they shot forward,

“Lieut. Owen,” said the commanding offi-
cer Impatiently, “what Is the matter?
Your men are all in the boat."

A volee from the stern of the boat spoke
up gently, sedate and respectful as need
be, yet with a curious note in it

“The things is all with me, lieutenant.
There's nothing left behind,” it said.

Owen started at Spud’s rebuke, a rebuke
only to his ears, and, in his turn, swung
over and seated himself in the stern, close
to his attendant.

“Give way,”" he sgaid, but there was no
jolly appeal to his squad to beat the others.
The men looked fretful as they noted the
start the others had.

“Them fellows have the luck,” one growl-
ed. *They will be first ashore.”

Spud had a corner of his eyve on Owen's
face; In the crowded small boat, their
shoulders touched. The officer’'s face was
gray; his form trembled.

“This is black ruin,’ thought Spud.
“Black ruin and disgrace for him and the

rard., If J—if 1 dared!”

One man

He watched the men furtively.
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Spud, writing
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home in these days
oon keeper in the
dearly loved ward, grew  mendaciously
hercie in his descriptions of Sammy’s sue-
es. "He's an honor to us all,” said Spud,
1 we'll be prouder of him some day
even than of his father. I hear old Owen's

to the Senate. He may be President
vet, and Sam’ll be a general in time, if the

But

=aints allow a war. Horray the wuld
| ward! It's men we breed the

8pud grinned sardonically as he wrote,
but how proud old Murphy was to show
that letter aeross the bar to his ancient
chum, the member from the district! Owen,
senlor, Wew his nose violently when he
readd it and s=tralghtened up like a young-

ster, He slipped a 820 EBill in an envelop
with an encouraging Une to Spud, suggest-
ing that his pull in Washington might do
sommething for an old friend's son. Spud
t the money honorably with the boys
= the post trader’s bar, but asked for
olp through Washington.
“ “Twill break the old man’'s heart,”
ught he, “when the truth’s known.”
Little Dr. May, who was known to officers
and men alike, so immediately appropriate
nickname, as the “Kid," was then
tract surgeon, or “‘citizen deector,”
He was smoking his
last pipe before turning in, one night, when

the

| & knock came to the outer door of his quar-

ters. Opening 1t, the light of the lamp fell
upon Spud Murphy's face.

“Imoctor,” wd the dog robher aquietly,
“Lieut. Owen vmighty bad, Will ye come
him?
The Kid put away the lamp, asked some

Equ-».-tiun.-i, put a few things in his pockets,

and stepped off to Owen's quarters at the
end of the row, somewhat isolated from the

rest. Owen had the house all to himself.
Spud followed flve paces behind, as was
seemly, At the house he galned on the

doctor, and spoke hesltatingly.

“Doctor, ve'll soon see for yourself, and
it's ro use lying about it. If—if it's not
against the rules and regulations, will ye
keep 1t to yourself? It's drink.”

Dr. May whirled on his heel and stared at
ths man. No one had ever secn Licul
Owen drink. He whirled again and en-
tered, and Spud Murphy followed him.

On the edge of the bed sat the unhappy
young officer, shaking horribly, while great
drops of perspiration trickled down his
cherk. His face was ashen. His eyes were
full of a pitiful horror.

“Doctor,” he cried, tottering to the Kid,
“save me! For God's sake, save me!”

The clean-shaven, plump rosiness of the
Kid's cheaks were In strong contrast to the
gray leanness of Owen's. As great was the
difference between his cool firmness and
Owen's horrible unstrung condition.

“Get back Into bed,'” said the doctor, “and
tell m» what all this is about.”

Then followed a wretched, ghastly scene,
as the young officer, with shaking voice
amd weak tears, chattered Incoherently. He
told of his last yvear at West Polnt, whare
the vice had got hold firmly of him; how be
had escaped detection marvelously, and
how, when on his leave, after graduation,
he had let himself go., He had hoped thz
new life on the plains would help him to
freedom, but—Spud Murphy alone knew of
the hopeless, lonely fight in the bachelor's
quart>rs.

Ha kept on crylng—"Save me,
gave me!”

The doctor spoke to Spud, who etood off
in the shadows, watching Owen with a
curfous mingling on his broad face of pity,
sorrow, contempt and shame,

“Had he been liks this before?' th: Kid
asked.

“Twice,” sald Spud. ""Not so bad, but I've
had the worst time keeping it dark. To-
night 1 was sure he was ausgespieled, so I
gives tha thing up and I goes for you, sea?”

Buddenly the man in the bed ros: up with
a screech, his eyes reflecting horror. In-
stantly Spud pounced on him, and eclapped
a hand on his mouth, that the sound might
not penetrate unfriendly ars. He and the
Kid held the maniac down until the par-
oxysm passed. Then May took a syringe
from his pocket, filled and bared his pa-
tient's arm.

doctor,

“Murphy," he said, after a while, when

in the meantime, before he wakes and gets
the blues, you had better corral his car-
tridees

“1 done that,”” said Spud, “though
might be better that way, too."

"“No, Murphy,” saild the Kid. “That
would he a bad expose. Eoldiers must il
other people with bullets, but should serup-
ulously respect their own persons.

The Kid respected Private Spud's anxiety
to save the unhappy lleutenant from dis-
missnl. He watched over Owen's “attack
of malaria’ personally, so that even that
eritical outbreak of the manlac's passed un-
notleed by the adjutant or men. In a week
Owen was back with the troop, grayer and
thinner, quleter and graver than ever, but
with the same nervous courtecusness which
made his troepers, as also his comrades,
regard him with a pitying liking.

The little doctor and Owen had a long
private talk, and it is to be supposed the
Kl dabhled In nostra outslde the regular
pharmacy of the faculty, for he and Owen
took together four weeks' leave of absence,
and the doctaor hrought the Heutenant back
to Spuwd looking better than ever he had
siree the eraving had burst upon him.
Take him, Murphy,” sald the Kid, con-

it

fidently, “and you can let him have the
run of the pistol cartridges.”

“The blessing of the ward is on you,”
sald Spud, with great joy, and thereafter

permitted himself to mingle as freely as in
former days with the troop, to take his
regular hreak at the post trader's and to
discuss the glories of the ward and of the
Owen fomily #s magniloguently as before,
Azain the old saloon keeper received o let-
ter from his gon, which he showed to the
senator, and again was the old lawmaker's
heart borne up within him, as he dreamed
of glory—real glory, not of the political or-
der, whose hollowness he knew—for his
boy.

For war was in the air, the Maine went
down, and then war came,

That was s=ix months after Kld had
brought Owen back to duty. During the
lust three of these the soul of Murphy had
bien possessed with doubt. Something was
wrong wlth his charge, just what he could
not say. It was not the old trouble—not
once had the unholy thirst consumed the
olicer—that seemed Indeed to have left him,
through the little doctor's radical cure.
whatever it may have been. A something
of alteratlon was in the eye and step of
the lieutenant. Now he was listless; he
took no part In soclal gatherings; he avoid-
ed any more duty than was absolutely
neceasary. Before, when not ineapacitated
by his vice, he had been a burning student,
Indefatigable in helplng his troop to star
rank In the regiment. Books no longer in-
terested him, nor drille. He cared not
whether his men were marksmen or sharp-
shooters, BSpud took heart of grace and
wrote to the Kid, who had been sent to
another station, and the Kid replied a little
anxlougly, but hopefully.

“In changing his Inherent nature in one
direction,” said he, "'it is possible that other
traits may have been weakened, but it Is
probable he will be hils busy self again In
time. So long as the great object was at-
tidned by my cure I really don't care much
about the rest.”

But Spud did. The troop was crazy with
dellight at getting the route for Cuba. Owen
disguised his own feelings from every one,
but not from the watchful attendant.

“Hully gee!” Spud moaned, “he—he don’t
want to go!"'

The dog-robber raged, and It I8 to be
feared that when in attendance on his mas-
ter in the seclusion of the latter’'s quarters,
things passed which had better fitted the
long gone days when they were only big
boy and little boy on the block, and Spud
had forced the child to fight or be thrashed,
It resulted in Owen's thrusting aside his
listlessness for a time and moving around
with some enthusiasm in the preparations
for departure. The dog-robber, however,
was grievously embittered in heart as he
wiatched the Heutenant's condition.

“By gee,” said he, “T asked him to cure
him of drink, but not to take all the spirit
out of him. What t'ell! A coward's worse
than t'other thing.”

Then it came about that on a very hot
day In the afternoon a ship strange in
those waters crept closely in to the Cuban
coast. She steamed slowly along, her bul-
warks lined with watchful armed men,
whose wide, gray campalgn hats topped
her sides. The sllver beach stretched, a
shining ribbon, along the edge of the sea,
and great clouds of surf sparkled In the
sun as the waves broke on the coral reefs
a little out from the shore. The land with-
in lay like & garden of the gods, as green,
as frultful, to all seeming as peaceful. A
net of jungle, of trailing, thorny vines and

tropical bush, with bamboos and banyans
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nudged another and both looked at Owen
and sneercd, Spud ground his teeth and
markedd them for future slaughter,

“They know, they sce it he inwardly
groaned, “and we'll be eternally disgraced.
O SBammy, Sammy, If only I could give you
a jolly good hiding to wake you up.”

He slipped a hand to a hip pocket and
half drew something from it, but shoved it
back again with great distress of face.

“What's to be done? DD—n the Kid doe-
tor! Shall T burst the cure or—Q! this is
the devil sure!

The other boat was drawing away ahead,
for their officer was cheering the varsmen
on. He waved from his place in the stern a
hand to Owen and cried back gaily; “You're
not in i, Owen!’

The men looked at Owen. He made no
response,  There was a certain honor in
being first to set foot on the shore, but the
soldiers saw disgustedly that thelr officer
Jdid not desire it. Danger was there and
he—he flunked {t. That was the sudden
thought that sprang to each man's mind,
and they looked blackly on him.

Spud moved in the boat, standing up so
that he hid the lieutenant while he stooped
o1 some pretense. He held out a black bot-
tle and whisperad angrily:

“Dirink, Sammy, drink, and God forgive
us hoth!”

The Heutenant looked at him in sudden
horror. It was as though one's guardian
angel, who had watched for long, should
abandon his task and assume a demon's
form.

“*You—you want me to?"”

“Dirink and say nothing,” saild poor Spud,
“for if fiehting’s to be done, that Kid doc-
tor's ruined you for it. l'lrini!"

And he drank quickly andl deeply. He
handed the bottle back to Spud, who slipped
it away. In a minute Owen's face flushed
and his eye brightened. He stood up and
spoke to the men, and bade the rowers pull.
He was ‘more like himself, and their faces
brightened,

“Pull, boys,"” he sald, “and we'll heat
those fellows for all their start. Mur-
phy," he whispered, as he sat down again,
“give me that bottle.”

Spud moaned, but the first step was
taken. He passed it over, and again the
officer drank, and this time he kept the
flask. Ovwver the blue waters they skimmed.
The reef was near.

“Two to one in V's we beat you, Owen!"”
sang Pauks.

“Done. Give way, men!" Owen cried; and
the men laughed. Spud brightened up. The
poison was working. He knew what the
doector would say, but bade the morrow he-
gone! Enough to llve bravely through the
day! At the reef a false turn at the tiller
nearly capsized Pauks' boat, and Owen
gained and passed them. They cleared the
surf—they ran high on the white shore.
They formed as skirmishers, twenty yards
apart, and plunged Into the jungle, without
waiting for the other boat, These were
almost immediately after them, however,
yet Owen had time to stop, and, in the
shelter of a bush, gulp down another drink.
The blood dashed thfough his velns. Blood
filled his eyes. e was a new man from the
listless craven an hgur ago. Damger, cer-
tain fighting, was before him, and he knew
and welcomed it. Spud was by him, and
was aslonizhed. If the doctor had bheen
there, the Kid could have told the dog-
robher that Lis, master had been returned
nervously to a boyish condition, and the
liquor would act on him as 1t would on a
boy who had never touched it before. But
Spud was almost scared, so red were Owen's
cheeks, so full of vi <city his manner as he
1ad his men, now following him with cheer-
ful amazement.” In the jungle the two boat
loads jolned, and completed a skirmish line
of some ffty men. ;They panted onward.

Crash! From in front of them came a sud-
den volley.

“Down!" velled Pauks. *“Down and
steady! Return the fire lylng!”

Down they went, and the Spanish bullets
flew over their heads. They fired back at
the puffs of smoke, but Owen stood up wav-
ing his sword. Pauks was his senifor and
called out to him.

“Owen, they are in force, and must be in
riflepits. We ghould draw back to the boats
for further orders, until the gunboat shells
them out, What de you say?”’

Owen was hidden from view for a mo-
ment. When he appeared again he had
finished the fateful bottle, and thrown it
and discretion away.

““Nonsense,”' he eried. "“They are only
Spaniards, anyway. At them, boys! Cease
firing! Forward! double time! Commence
firing!"’

The men obeyed cheering, and gained
twenty yards by the rush, when they went
down again and peppered away.

Again Owen commanded and agaln they

rushed. Now they gained a rise and saw
ahead of them a little way—saw the mounds
of a row of riflepits.

“*Owen!" yelled Pauks.
take them with
shelled.

A blistering volley of Mauser bullets
streamed from behind the earthworks and
drowned Owen's reply. The men lying down
escaped Injury, and at once Owen’'s volce
was again at them in a frenzy.

“D—n 'em! Forward!

Pauks was overborne., The spirit of Owen
had permeated the men. They were laugh-
ing and swearing and cheering and making
a grand series of rushes with every now
and again a gap of more than the ordered
20 yards in the line, The daring thing had
its immediate effect. A Spaniard bounced
up from back of the riflepits and dashed
into the further jungle; another and an-
other followed. Owen saw what his men’s
cool fire had done, and thelr steady ad-
vance against greatly intrenched odds.
Pauks could not control the men. They
were laughingly cheering Owen they
loaded and fired. SBome one on far
right sang out:

“He's all right!”
“Owenl"”

“Oh! the sldewalks of New York! That
there should be much devilment in a
pint of whisky!"

The Spaniards were flustered evidently;
such work was unexpected. A strip of
nearly clear ground, some sixty yards
broad, separated the demoniacal Americans
from them; and the Spanish fire faltered
and flickered. It was too late to go back.
Pauks was borne away by the excitement,

“Now, boys! Forward! Charge!" Owen
yelled, and the men with a wild yell rose
and followed him. The Spanlards broke
and scrambled any way at all out of their
pits and ran. Owen was away ahead of his
men. Half-way across a Mauser bullet
struck him, but he plunged on with a crazy
cry. 8pud was after like another bullet.
The lieutenant rushed ahead blindly. One
officer of the Spaniards, mad with rage,
w:i}; defending the trench almost by him-
self.

At him Owen ran, pistol and sword in
hand. His foot slipped and he fell at the
officer’s feet, who, madly furious, raised a
cavalry saber to dispatech his foe. Spud
saw and gasped, “God fergive me! His life
will be on my head!"

The dog robber ran forward at the charge,
and was felled by the =aber, falling back
upon Owen, In a moment more it was all
over, and the Americans held the position.

Pauks was bewildered. *“It was mad-
ness,'" said he, “but, by jings, it was glo-
rious! Are yvou hurt, Owen?"’

Owen looked up mistily. He was hleed-
ing from a bad wound in the shoulder, and
was sick. The effects of the poison were
passing off.

“I don't quite know,™
what has happened?’

“You're stunned, old man!’ said Pauks,
“but, I say, 1 didn't think you had it in

“It is madness to
our force. They must be

Commence firing!

as
the
“Who's

all right?"

&80

he saild. What—

you. That was fine. 1o vou know this
man saved your life? I saw It all. He ran
clean in and caught the saber. Let's look.

It's your servant, =n't it

Owen looked, and Murphy feehly opened
hig eves and looked back at his old pet of
the blozk. The dog robber glanced round
with a faint grin of trilumph.

The oid ward breeds men ' he sald, “and
don't—don’t none of yvou guys forget it!"

Owen took his hand.

“Is It bad, Spud?’ he wrispered.

“It's taps,” Murphy wkispered back, with

a squeeze of the hand.,  *ls 4
o s you hurt
“I guess =0, I t]‘linl{ ny shoulder's

smashed all to pleces,

"“Then it's all right—all right,” said Spud,
f.‘l‘ﬂl”_\'. “You'll leave the army with heaps
of glory—returned for wounds, and—and—
’lhu_\' can’t say you was a coward, Sammy.
The ward will bust itself with shoutin’.”
I"I:ur you, Spud,” cried Owen, in great
distress,

“That's
feebly,

all right," said Spud, now verv
1l my old man—to set ‘em up—

11;']"".',]"‘ gang. They won't forget me, Sam-
¥
;“‘. T

the Kid doctor again
other — of—them—cures.
world—of—you, Sammy.”

and—get—an-
I—thought—the—
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LUCK IN LOTTERIES,

Some Strange Tricks That Dame
tune lias Played.
From Tit-Bits.

For-

Fortune is never so capricicus as when
she is turning a lottery wheel, and a whole
library might be written of the strange
pranks she has playved with those who has
wooed her in this guise. She was in a
:I-'-lr.m:i--ly capricious mood when it pleased
161

dave

Lo convert a Dublin shop assistant into
a4 man of fortune and the founder of 4 noble
family.

Luke White, the father of the first Lord
Annaly, was a poor Manxmun who
drifted to Dublin to serve behind the coun-
ter of a bookseller's shop, In the hope of
adding (o his scanty earnings he bought a
number of lottery tickets for sale. but
found himself unable to dispose of them
all. At the last moment he (de ided to send
r_h:-l unsold tickets to Belfast, in the hope of
finding a better market there:; but when the
coach had been a day on its journey he re-
ceived a letter informing him that t

: de-

spised tickets had won valuable priz
Although the news came in the dead of

night, Luke White pgot up Immedlately,

Hirl.lfl“r'li it horse, and raced madly in chase
of the ecoach. He rode through the night
and the whole of the following day, and
overtook the conch within a few miles of
Belfast. He rescued the bundle of tickets
and returning home, exchanged them for
prizes of the value of SR,

An amusing story is told of a wicked trick
which fortune played a short time HED Ona
lady. The lady and her husband, who were
traveling, called at the shop of a country
draper to make a few purchasecs. They
were about to leave the shop, when an at-
tractive bonnet arrested the lady's atten-
tion, and she induced her husband to buy
it for her.

When it came to payment, however, the
husband found, to his dismay, that he had
not sufficient money o pay for it. In this
dilemma he offered the draper an eighth
share ticket in a German lottery which he
had In his purse, and tinally induced him to
accept it in part pavment. A few days
later the Ludy learned, to her disgust, that
the lottery tlcket had won an eighth of
£75,000, and that her “darling bonnet” had
thus cost her the record price of nearly
0,5,

It was a happy Inspiration that tempted
a young leutenant on the Italian battle
ship Lepanto to turn his attention to the
Spanish Christmas lottery a couple of vears
ago. The ship was croising off the coast of
Spain, and it occurred to the lieutenant to
induce all on board, from captain to cabin
boy, to join In purchasing a lottery ticket.
The ticket was bought, and, to the delight
of all, was fortuniate enough to win the
first prize of $165,000, which was divided
among the lucky owners on Christmas day.

A very curious plece of good fortune fell
last year Lo the lot of a poor widow who
kKept a small shop in a suburb of Berlin.
One evening as she was serving a customer
a working man stepped into the shop and
begged permission to light his pipe. Draw-
ing a piece of paper from his pocket, he
twisted it up, Ut it at the gas jet, and,
after lighting his pipe, threw down the
spill and walked out with a word of thanks,

When sweepging the floor the next morn-
Ing the widow took up the charred paper
out of idle curiosity, and, unfolding it, saw
that it was a lottery ticket, only a frac-
tlon of which had been burnt. She folded
It up, put It away In her pocket, and had
almost forgotten it, when the result of a
large lottery drawing caught her eye In the
paper. She then remembered the crumpled
ticket in her pocket, and, on produacing it,
found to her amazement and delight that
the rejected ticket had won a prize of $50,-
(KK). She clalmed the prize, and althougzh
she advertizsed widely for its orlginal own-
er with the intentlon of sharing it with
him, she has been left in undisturbed pos-
sesslon of her fortune.

The Prig and His Cane.
From the Gentleman's Magazine.

In the number of The Tatler for October
6, 1700, it is observed that “a cane is part
of the dress of a prig" (this, by the way,
shows the erroneous notlon prevalent that
“priggishness” {8 a modern word), “and al-
ways worn upon & button, for fear he
should be thought to have an occaslon for
it or be esteem'd really and not genteelly a
cripple.” In the number for November 18
a rural squire in town Is sketched who Is a
prototype of one of the pavement nuisances,
“His arms naturally swang at an unrea-
sonable distance from his sides, which, with
ithe advantage of a cane that he brandished
in a great variety of Irregular motions,
made It unsafe for any one to walk within
several yards of him.”

And under date 3f December 5 there is an
amusing sketch of “'a lively, fresh-colorsd
young man' who was among the appiicants
to Isaac Bickerstaff’s court of censorship
for license to use ‘“‘canes, perspective
glasses, snuff boxes, orange flower waters
and the like ornaments of life.”” This young
man had his cane hanging on his fifth
button, and was *‘an Oxford scholar who

was just entered at the Temple."”

had

DIPLOMATIC DOGS

Four-Footed Favorites of Foreign
Representatives,

TRAVELED PETS OF HIGH DEGREE

Their Friends, Tricks and Good

Qualities.
e
BAD ONES, TOO, SOMETIMES
-
As the passing show on the fashionable

promenades these spring days would be in-
complete without the diplomat and that
“gshadow before,” his dog, so society chron-
ieles appear unfinished lacking mention of
their serene highnesses, the four-footed fa-
vorites of the foreign representatives.
Rightly, well mannered, well groomed, these
fastidious little rascals receive many a ca-
ress their masters wou'd fight unnumbered
duels to preserving such dignity of
demeanor does credit creatures ol
even their travel and intelligence.
Clifton and Peter, the dandyfied terriers
of Mr. Reginald Tower, first secretary of
the British embassy, are good friends with
all the pretty girls of the smart set. Glossy
and playful, they make an attractive ple-

win,

as to

master and the ladies of the British em-

basgsy have taught them, while their wor-

devotion they reciprocate. Clifton was a
gift from Madame Patenotre, wife of the
former French ambassador at the capital,
being named from the place of his birth,
Miadame Patenotre's suburban home.
‘Peter,” a bright little animal, whose
collar dangles a tiny bell, hails from Prides’

Dogs of Mr. Reginald Tower.

Crossing, Mass.,, but has no serious New

England characteristice, These dogs are
constant companions of the tall bachelor
sgecretary, known among some of his col-

Eiffel Towel,"
those of the

leagues as '
favors from

and receive many
fair sex who in-

cline to the Anglo-Amerlecan alliance,
A Traveled Boheminn.
There i1s no more “dead game sport” to

be met in the canine world than “'Plusch,”

clambered over the rock
Harbor and frolicked at
ers on Newport's sanpds.,
ington's byways
self-conducted

of ur own'’

the

from
well

and roads
excursions

truant

=

as as

fashionabl
in the ¢ any of hi

He is a fine jumoper, 1 and breaking
records, over sticks . to test his
agility, and like the genuine Bohemian, he
loves his “'glass” and a quiet pipe. His
droll cticn on whiffing tubacco is

sa

HBaron Reldl's Dog Plusch,
positively uncanny. “Love me, love. my
dog,” is Baron Reidl's motto, and it is

pretty well understosd that any attentlons
to “Plusch™ are more grateful to the eligi-
ble charge of Austro-Hungary than invita-
tions to a dinner or opera box.

A Henl Globe Troiter.

The pets of the Russian ambassador are
three beautiful, silky-halred little
known as “Manila dogs.”" They are snow
white, and dalnty as powder puffs. The
father of the family, “Tchoky,” has been &
great globe trotter, having traveled through
Blberia and Mongolla among other jour-

animals

M. Cambon’s “Joe.”

neys. Despite hls warm coat he suffered
as many other explorers have and was
once almost frozen to death.

Another adventure came near ending his
lfe, by a fall from the carriage in which
the grand niece of the ambassador was
enjoying a drive in his soclety. Enterpris-
ing “Tohoky,” in his curiosity to see the
wheels go round, tumbled out, and his
pretty mistress was inconsolable until as-
sured he was only sllghtly battered. He
was born in China seven yvears ago, at the
house of M. Cassinl, of a Belgian father and
a French mother, both famous for clever-
nesse—which “Tchoky” inherits. “Causette,"”
his wife, is French, and chic as a true Pari-
sian, while their tiny son “Mosquito,"” who
first saw the light at Hot Springs, Va, a
few months ago, Is as promising a speci-
men of American-born foreigner as can be
found tho country over. These soft, curly,
dogs have all the care and luxuries
usually bestowed on such treasures,
though *Tohoky” seems best loved.

ture golng through the various tricks their

shipful antics about Mr. Tower betray the

the Bohemian terrier of IBaron Reldl,
charge d'affaires of Austro-Hungary.
“Plusch™ is a dog *“of the world." He has
visited TParis, London, Berlin, Vienna,
Stockholm, Rome, and can mind instrue-
tions in almost every Jangusnge., He has

lar
heels of hath-
T¢ knows Wash-

the
» walks abroad during afternoons

especial riy of M
K= ar ciostly and |

"Canseite
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ration llke
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The Storied St
The nob e-looking
by Mr. del

Argentin legation, ittract afl

Hernnrss,
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Russinn Ambassador's Dogs.

fect eight inches from the tip of his nose
to the tip of his tail and In helght s about

three fes His sire was f the cvle-
brated es that evervbody admire=, who
do rescue service on Mont Blane in terrific
=torms, and h mother won o

Interlaken  bench  show, N

throughbred in lineage and chara

all his kind, he can stand great

cannot endures this climate aft

must take to the mountains wd
stand= Italian, French and 8n B
has spent much tir n Romu uris
His fondness for Mr. del Viso is evidenced
by the t joy he shows when each day
he goes from his master’s home 1o the
legation with him, and then govs to ]

with him. His leaps of light and bounds
of enthusiasm 1 b et witl a1
to avold eausi object of his alfoction
from being th to the gr nd. Mr. del
Viso pmrries 1} s of s Tavorite
with the skill of while FEugine™
Gemonstrates how by a b lug can
pose,
M. Cambon's “Joe.™

Mention of the 1 wo bt
be fncomplite w 7 : Joe,"
the guardian of t 1 embpEsy Jow™
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SAIMS WOmen 3 S

Lest citles

at visitors, e\

ters of the Poor i

of eir work at the embassy

M. ambon makes qulte a pot of “Jow
which Jdistinguished attent are must ad-
mit would turn stror * hends than a =im-
e American terrler's. With the reporters
who called at the embassy during the Span-
ish-American war and later “Jo was
most unpopular; he snappesd and barked in
such a threate manner That dog's
the only uncivil t r about the place one

Mr. del Viso's Engene.

f 11

of the

men of the press sald o matter
how often we have to go. 1 should think if
the ambassad sould e o courteous, his
terrier might siand us.” and Franco-Amer-
fran  sausag. WHS discu i
when reporter mel i trim,
St1 well b : anlmal,
if & little "aughty
his ablé master

the erowd
3 M.
the foundation

judgment
best
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Not All Gold,

From the Chivcago later-Ocenn,

“T'd hate to iy that woman's dentist
bills,"” said a noess man to o friend on o
South Slde L in the other day. Across
the aisle from t men Wias a womin who
showed enough every time st e
her mouth to make a8 man want to leavd
home and try his fortunes in the Klondikes
Two of her upper teeth had been replid

i, and

by pieces of burnished me

one of he

lower teeth also had o twentyv-two-cari
sheen about it. Her companion had |
one gold woih, but she kept it dolng
work of three by a constanl smitle

*“Thal's anather 1= the old adage,
*All that gl €= s n Mid,” ™ the

Eald

business friend.

min =

il | novellies |]l<'\.h' = .:"l'l
o 1Y one al a mutll Cost
even sacriticing a healthy in

room for the metal. For a g " Yo can
gel a shell that can be stuck any Iront
tooth 1 wi excuse (o smile you can

present a regular gold mine to astunish-

ed public. Actresses first affe the gold
tooth and then the Yankee man gol an
idea. In a short time there wis an epi-
demic of gold teeth. The novelty man came
out with his plated shells and sold them
like hot cakes. No one but the dentist has
any kick against the imitation gold tooth,
and as a dazzler It is hard to Iu That
woman’'s teeth may be the real staff, but I
believe she can slip them off when she
wants 0 and get them plated when they

get tarnished.”

e F R = Y - -
His Criticism Silenced.
From the Chlcago Inter-doepn.,

“There were tough characters” sadd an
ex-Confederate, “in both armies. Three or
four years after the war I found an old
Union soldier in the penitentiary at Nashe
ville. I was greatly interested in his case,
and it seemed to me that the offense chargs
ed against him—that of stealing lvs—was

not, with army traditions in mind, a grave

one, and through the influence of friends
secured his parden. He was very grateful
and started north with the promiss that we

should hear good reports of him. Before he
left Kentucky he stole ten horses crossed the
Ohio river with them and made g dash for
the central part of the state. He was pur-
sued and captured and sent to the Ohio pen-
itendary.

“] felt very sore about this and taunted
some of my Yank friends with the record of
the fellow. A year later I went to Colum-
bus to secure the release of an old Confed-
erate seldier from the Ohio penitentlary. L
vouched for him because he was one of the
bravast soldlers in our command—a rough,
daring fellow, who would follow his cap-
taln anyvwnere. [ secured his release hy a
strong appeal to the governar and started
the man southward. He stole throe horses
befors he got out of the state. BSinee that

time 1 have never sald much about the
Union soldier who disappointed me ag
Nashville.”

e d
Was in the Wrong Office,
From Pearson’s Weekly.

Agent—" "My dear sir, do you know how
much time you lose dipping a pen into the
irk? Ten dips a minute means six hundred
dips an hour, or six thousand dips in ten
hcurs, and each dip consumes—""

Business Man—"Yes, 1 know; I have
worked it all out.”

Agz=nt—"And vet I find you still writing In
the old way?”

Business Man—'"Ves, I am using the founw_
tain pen you sold me about a month ago—
using it in the old way because it won't
write any other way.”

Agent—"Beg pardon; I'm in the wrong GI’J
fice. Good-day.” :




